The comicatl Hi9iorle of 

or, good LmvkeUt hbbe, vfc your Icgges, take the ftart, runnej. 
way, myconfcience fayesnoj take heede honett LauHce/et, take 
hcede hoiiefl /abbe or as afore-(aidc honefl LamceUt lobbe, doe 
not runne, (come running with thy heeles; well, the nioflcora. 
gious fiend bids me packc,^ (ayes the fiend, away fayes the fiend 
for the hcauens roule vp a braue minde fay a the fiend, and ninne 
well, iny confcience hanging about the necke of my heart, fayes 
very' wifely to mee : my honefi friend Lmmelet bceing an honefl 
manslbnne, or rather an honed womans Ibnne, fbrindeedemy 
Father did fbmething fmacke, foincthing grow to •, he had a kindc 
of tad 5 W'cll, my confcience (ayes LuHnceki bouge not, bouge fayes 
the fiend, bouge not fiiyes my 'confcience, confcience faylyou 
counlaile wel, fiend Cay I yoU'counfailc well,to be ruld by my con> 
fcicnce, I fhould day with the lewc my Maidcr, (who God biclle 
the marke) is a kindc of deuill 5 and to runne away from the lewe I 
fliould be ruled by the fiend, who (auing your rcucrence is the dc- 
uill himfclfc : ccrtaincly the lewc is the very deuill incarnation, and 
in my confcience, my confcience is butakinde of hard confei- 
ence, to offer to counfailc mcc to day with the lewc } the fiend 
giues the more friendly counfaile: I will runne fiend, my heeb 
arc at your commaundement, 1 will ruune,^ 

Snter oldGobborrith Abashtt. 

(jobbo. Maidcr young-man, you I pray you, which is the way 
to Maidcr lewcs ? ' 

Z auncekt- , O heauens, this is mj' true begotten Father, who be- 
ing more then (and blindc, high graucll blinde, knowes roe not, I 
will try confufions with him. 

Gobbo. Maidcr young Gcntlcman.I pray you which is tbf way 
to Maidcr lewcs. 

Lkmcelet. Tunic vp on your right hand at the next turnine, 
but at the next turning of all on your left y marry at the very next 
turning turnc ofno hand, but turne do-wne indtrcftly to the lewes 
houfe. 

^obbo. Be Godsfonties twill be a hard way to hit, can you tell 

me 
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the Merchant of Venice, / 

mee whether one LamceUt that dwcis with him, dwell with him 

^^Umcelet. TalkcyouofyoungMaiflcr LaHttcelet .’marVe mcc 
nowe, nowc will ! raife the waters j talke you of young Maidcr 

^^obL. No Maidcr fir, butapoorc mans Sonne, his Father 
though I fay’tis an honed exceeding poore man, and God bee 

thanked well to liue. , ,1 r 

Launce. Well, let his Father be what a will, wee talke of young 
Mailer Launcelet. . ^ 

Ceb, Your worfhips friend and fir. 

Lamce. Butiprayyou <‘r^«>oldcman,crgolbefccchyou,talkc 
you ofyoung Maidcr LamceUt. 

^ob. Of LamceUt ant pleafe your roaiderfliijp. 

Lamce. Ergo Maidcr LamceUt^ talke notof maidcr LamceUt 
Father, for the young Gentleman according to fates and dede- 
nics, and fuch odd fayings, the fiders three, and fuch braunches of 
learning, is indeede dcceafed, or as you would fay in piaine termes, 
gone to heauen. 

gobbo. Marry God forbid , the boy was the very ftaffe of my 
age, my very prop. 

LamceUt. Doc I looke like a cudgel! 6r a houcll pod, a daffc, 
or a pi'op ; doc you know me Father. 

Gobbo. Alackc the day, I knowe you not young Gentleman, 
but I pray you tell mee, is my boy GOD red bis fbule aliue or 
dead. 

LamceUt. Doc you not know me Father. 

Alack fir I am (and blind, 1 know you not. 

LaunceUt. Nay, indeede if you had your eyes you might fitylc 
of the knowing meet it is a wife Father that knowes his ovvne 
childe. Well, oTde man, Iwill tellyounewesofyourfbnnc, giue 
mee your blcffing, trueth will come to light, muder cannot bee 
hid^long, amannes Sonne may, but in the ende trueth will 
out. 

Gobbo. Pray you fir Hand vp , lamfufeyou are not LaunceUt 
my boy. 
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